FRANCIS BEAUMONT and JOHN WEBSTER

From Poems, 1652

On ihe Tombs in Westminster

Mortality, behold and fear
What a change of flesh is here!
'Think how many royal bones
Sleep within these heaps of stones;
Here they lie, had realms and lands,
Who now want strength to stir their hands,
Where from their pulpits seaFd with dust
They preach, *In greatness is no trust.'
Here's an acre sown indeed
With the richest royallest seed
That the earth did e'er suck in
Since the first man died for sin:
Here the bones of birth hath cried
* Though gods they were, as men they died!*
Here are sands, ignoble things,
Dropt from the ruin'd sides of kings:
Here's a world of pomp and state
Buried in dust, once dead by fete.

F. BEAUMONT

From The White Devil, 1612
Call for the robin-redbreast and the wren,
Since o'er shady groves they hover,
And with leaves and flowers do cover
The friendless bodies of unburied men.
Call unto his funeral dole
The ant, the field-mouse, and the mole,
To rear him hillocks that shall keep him warm,
And, when gay tombs are robbed, sustain no harm;
But keep the wolf far thence that's foe to men,
For with his nails he'll dig them up again.
J. WEBSTER